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My eyes 

find the bluejay 
this morning 

we see each other 

we are both eager 
for the unveiling 
of the day 

the Sun 

has not long been risen 

I have not long 
been awake 

I know not 
the dreams 
of the bluejay 

there is only 
a gentle breeze 
at this ear ly hour 

the trees do not seem 
to sway 

a moment passes 

and the bluejay is in flight 

our eyes 
look away 
from each other 
and then return 
once again 
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Of the stars 
the words 
the meaning 
the many realms 
the many plateaus 

Of the stars 

the words like raindrops 
the valleys of illumination 
I have touched the clouds 
with a thought 

my thoughts have dissolved into 

a mist that obscures 

the appearance of the sea 

upon mornings when the sunlight 

is searching for waves to touch 


Of the stars 

the many words 

and the many imaginings 

that are conceived 

from their entanglement 


Of the 
in the 
of our 


stars 
visions 
awakened eyes 


we see the farthest horizon 
like a dawn of emerald 




mist 
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Right now.so ear iy 

the morning seems so calm 
so serene 

and yet it is fleeting 
is it not? 

soon enough 

the vastness of our machinery 
will erupt 

like multitudes of volcanoes 

into the sky 

we send the foul exhales 

of our machines 

we have created 

such steel beast 

that devour the calm serenity 

as by night 

the awakened stars 

offer us their revelations 

it would seem 

that we are never satisfied 

we seek to build new cities 
new roads 

until they are all that we see 
upon every horizon 


*** 
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I will drink no more wine 
for it is folly 
and I will lose my balance 
if I continue upon this path 

I must walk a straight path 
in a land 

where there are so few 
straight paths to travel 

I will drink no more wine 
and I will see more clearly 
my eyes will he more open 
to the vastness of the starlight 

my vision will sharpen 
I will see with a new depth 
the brightness of many things 

I will drink no more wine 
and I will find 

many new doors to be open to me 


*** 
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I am awake 

when I should he asleep 

I am careless 

with my restfulness 

I wander in the night 
underneath the light of the Moon 
when I should he wandering 
in the daylight 

I am careless 
with my restfulness 

I have been careless 

when wandering in the world 

a thousand upon a thousand times 

have I been pricked 

by thorns of many appearances 

when will I learn 
to be more careful 
with my restfulness 

when will I stop wandering 
and sleep 

when I am meant to sleep 


*** 
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The riverbed 
is illuminated 
by the radiance 
of the mother star 

in the sway of the reeds 
much is revealed 

in the sway of the reeds 
eternity's ocean 
can be imagined 

in the sound 
of the swaying reeds 
subtle harmonies 
sparkle like rubies 

unknown to me 
for years 

this was all unknown to me 

now I am filled like a chalice 
with the essence 
of the rippling dream 
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Last night 
I beheld 
the half-moon 

within its light 
was an ethereal voice 

this was a light 
that did speak 

only the world 
did not listen 
save for a few 

who saw beyond mere appearances 
who listened ever attentively 

this light 
of the half-moon 

is for us all to discover 

realms upon realms 
within a radiant glare 

last night 

I beheld the half-moon 
with open eyes 

and all that I did hear and see 
has become like 
crystals of memory 

I will always remember 
for as long as my eyes 
remain open 
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My dream 

was not an invisible dream 
but it was very hard to see 

my perceptions 

swayed in and out of this world 
half of what I beheld 

was in a different time and dimension 
my thoughts dispersed like ripples in a pond 

we know each other well 
this dream and I 

and alas.this morning 

I gaze upwards through the azure sky 
towards the clouds 

and I count the many spectral cathedrals 
that I can see upon them 


*** 


6 / 9/2019 




9 


My serenity 
are you lost 
cloaked 

obscured in mist 
or merely forgotten? 

my serenity 
I remember well 

the characteristics of your appearance 
from seeing you 
reflected in my mirror 
many times 

all along 
all along 
were you planning 
to go into exile? 

I beseech thee 
to leave me 

at least some particle 
of thy presence 

for you 

are as my connection 
to the soil 
the air 

and the salt of the ocean 


*** 
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It is a lasting reflection 

I can always see it 

upon the water of the pond 

that exist between 

these two different worlds 

I keep its memory 
within a labyrinth 
that I have imagined 

it shall not be disturbed 
by the dust in the winds 

it is a lasting reflection 

it is like a star 
above the dark plateau 
in the night 


*** 
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For a time 
I sought exile 
hanishment 
for a time 

I wanted only to discover 

the distant boundaries of the world 

For a time 
I wanted to see 
what was beyond 
the horizon 

for a time 

I sought the miraculous 
within the mundane 

for a time 
I heard 

the whispers from the sky 
that guided me 
to the shore 

from where I sought to depart 
from all that I recognized 

and for a time 
I knew not 

if ever I would return 
I sought to fuse with the wind 
and to go 

wherever it swayed me 


*** 
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I seek to rest 
in the hour of mist 

I seek to dream 

when all that surrounds me 

is veiled in obscurity 

I seek to awaken 
when the dawn’s light 
is reborn 

I shall follow you 
sparrow of morning 

where you go 
what you see 
I will see 

with the same vision 

we shall seek 
a solitary tree 
and contemplate creation 
you and I 

we shall envision 
a sky of solitude 
through which we will fly 
touched by the sunlight 


*** 
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I beheld an oasis 

in a glare of moonlight 

and I journeyed there 
down a path 

of illuminated thoughts 

would that I could stay 

hut I am hound 

to my days upon the Earth 

though at times 
my thoughts ascend freely 
to the clouds 

when the Sun is at its zenith 

and at times 

I look upon the valleys 

I look in the direction of the sea 

and I am tempted 

to unhind myself 

from the soil of the Earth 

I find myself tempted hy the sky 
to dissolve like mist in the sky 
and become a dream of memories 
carried upon the wind 


*** 
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The brightest day 
could this he 

a thousand armadas of feathers 

drifting down 

from a heavenly expanse 

alas my oasis 

in azure reflections endless 

there is deeper light 
within a single glare 
of the mother star 

torches of familiar truths 
are seen in the distance 
a brightness seen out of brightness 

here such melodies resound 
descending down to the lands beneath 
so that those below may remember 
the hidden vastness 

the hidden plateaus of the spheres 

and here I shall be engulfed 

into the depths of the passing moments 

and here 

amidst such radiance 
I shall be separated 
from worldly concerns 
until the twilight heralds 
the transition of night 

and as the Moon rises 
I will descend back to the Earth 
and sleep.sleep 

while the constellations are revealed 


*** 
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The sky tonight 
is clouded 

there is not a single star 
in the heavens to he found 

and I feel marooned 
from my own imaginings 

without the moonlight 
without the moonlight 
I will not dream tonight 

this shroud 
is a dark shroud 

I will venture 

into a land of oblivion 

for a short while 

for a brief time 
I will forget everything 
of the Earth 

the morning birds 
heralding the dawn 
will call my spirit back 

and once again 
I shall open my eyes 
in this land 
illuminated by the Sun 
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There was a day 

when for me 

the sky was a window 

and the wind 

was an ocean of whispers 

there was a night 
when I dreamt of rivers 
upon the moon 

there was a morning 

when I heard the early birds 

enchanting the Sun 

there was an hour 
when the wine 
was as starlight 

and now 
right now 
in this room 
the moments 
are like incense 
rising towards 
the celestial 
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I listen 

and I can hear 

distant kingdoms 

I see undiscovered islands 
in the haze upon the sea 

I now drink moonlight 
as I once drank wine 

I depart from the Earth 

when I dream 

and I return 

to the Earth 

when I awaken 

at times 

I envision the past 

when looking upon the ocean 

at times 

I ascend like an eagle 
and fall 

like a tree branch 


*** 
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They tried 
to crush my spirit 
these invisible vipers 
that whisper in the wind 

they tried 
they tried 
to bring my mind 
to a crumbling ruin 

they failed 
they failed 

with a strong passion 
I remembered the moonlight 
I remembered the Sun 

I did withstand 
I did endure 

and the wind now 
is silent 

but for the song of itself 


*** 
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I can see the vastness 
with my own eyes 
an eternity of stars 

all that I here ponder 
ascends like incense 
to the Moon 


numerous sources 
of celestial radiance 
before my eyes 


finally I can see 
what was for so long 
hidden from me 


garde ns 

in the air above 
in the valleys below 
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The moonlight 
has reappeared 
it is reborn 
to our eyes 

some gaze upon this light 
for some time 
some gaze upon it 
for only a brief moment 

and I am here 
still gazing upwards 
to the heavens 

my beloved sky 
of the night 

you are a palace of mysteries 


*** 
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Soon I will rest 
sleep 

dream perhaps 
or perhaps not 

soon I will journey 
into a thick fog 
and disappear 

one day 

never to return 
perhaps tomorrow 
or perhaps not 

when I am one 

with the fog 

my voice will he silent 

I will not 
stray from this 

silence will absolve me 


*** 
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I have offered my words 
to the wind 
tonight 

while the streetlights glow 
while the streetlights glow 

to see within 

an immaculate sea of light 
hut this is only 
a passing reflection 

my words 
are as smoke 

carried off upon the wind 

there is an unseen presence 
in the night sky 
I know this 
I have felt this 

I have felt this 

when the streetlights glow 

unde r 

the celestial gates 
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There is no wind here 

and the candlelight thrives 

the candles here 
breathe light 

the candles here 
illuminate 
chambers of the soul 
unseen and unvisited 
for much time 

awaken us 
awaken us 
glow of dream mist 

there are gardens 
within the mind 
bring light to them 

oasi s 

oasis that I know you to be 

little fragment 
of a star 

little essence 

of the sanctified vision 

there is no wind here 
tonight 

light the path for us 
the we may navigate 
to where dreams 
linger as a sea mist 
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I strive 
to keep 

this fire burning 
giving light 
while the tempest 
rages all around me 

facing this fierce wind 
as a trial of adversity 

may this fire 
this light 
he a guide 
to the traveler 

and the dark clouds 
and the crashing waves 
they will not 
place a dread in me 

I will keep my eyes 
upon this light 

the light 
amidst the storm 


*** 
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A seagull in the sky 
I am home 
here near the sea 
here in the garden 
of my memories 

the seagull in the sky 
has always been a companion 

a seagull in the sky 
I see most days 

near the sea 
near the sea 

and now it is night 
near the sea 
I am home now 

and I see stars 
in multitudes 
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My eyes 
my vision 

rises to the sphere 
of the invisible palaces 

an ancient light 
far deeper than an ocean 
lies hidden away 
from my eyes 

yet I know 
yet I know 

that many of us 
choose not to see 
what is above 

oasis of time 
I am with you 
as I navigate 
this sea 

between the realm of sleep 
and the shore 
where passing moments 
wash ashore 
like waves 

my vision rises 
to the palaces 
that I cannot see 
not in this world 
yet perhaps 
one day in another 
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